Theprjlptrtef'the contention of the two famoM 
7 or as the fucking child or harmlefle lamb. 

So is he innocent of treafon to our Hate. 

Enter Suffotke. 

How now Suffolke, where sour vnckle? 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my Lord,GJofter is dead. 

T he King falls in a firoone. 

Queene Ayme,theKi»g is deadrhelp, help, my lords. 
S# Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry, comfort 
Km What doth my Lord of SufFolke bid me comforts • 
Came he euen now to fing a Rauens note, 

And thinkes he that the chcrping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hollow voice, * 

Can fatifhe.my griefes,or eafe my heart? 

Thou balefull meflenge^ out of my fio'ht, 

For euen in thy derails murther fits, & 

Yet do not t go:comcBafafeke 
And kill the fecly gazbriwith thV looker 

Q^.eene Why do- you rate my lord ofSuffoIke thus. 

As ir that he had caufde Duke Humphreys death? 

The Duke and I too, you know were enemies. 

And you had beft lav that I did murther hirm 

K mg Ah woe is me,for wretched Gloftcrs death . y 

Be woe for me, more wretched then he was, 

W hat cfoft thou turnc away and hide thy fiice? 

I am no loathfome leapcr,looke on me. 

Was 1 for this nic wrackt vpon the fea? 

And thrice by aukward winds driuen backefrofti Englands 
What might it bode.but that wellforeteilmg (kounefs, 

W inds faid,feeke not a fcorpiom neaft. 

Enter the Earles of Warwick^ andXalJbury. 

_ War. My lord,the Commons like an angry hiuc of bees, - 
Run vp and downe, Oaring not whom they fling. 

For good Humphreys deathywhom they report 
‘ _ ir,urt hered by SufFolke and the Cardinal here. 

That he is dead (good Warwicke)is too true, 

Lut hovv hediedjGodknowes^ot Henry. 

War.' Enter his priuy chamber mV lord, and view the bpdw 

* Gqq& 
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Good fetter flay vou with the rude multitude, til I retume. 

Utb. I willfonnc. ■ exit Satsburj. 

JVamicke drones the curt nines and p?ewes Duke 
Humphrey in his bed. 

lino Ah vnckle Glofter,heauen receiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ioy,now thou art gone. 

War. Now by his foule, that tooke ourfhape vpon him. 

To free vs from liis fathers dreadful curfe, 

I am refolu d that violent hands were laid, 

Vpon the life ofthisfamousDuke. 

Suf. A dreadfull oath fworne with a folemne tongue, 
Whatinftance giues Lord Warwicke for thefe wordes? 

War. Oft haue 1 feene a timely parted ghoft, 

Ofafhie femblance,pale and bloudlelle: 

Butloe.the bloud is fetled in the face. 

More better coloured, then when he liude, 

His well proportioned beard made rough and Herne, 

His fingers fpread abroad as one that grafpt for life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifdc,the leaft of thefe are probable, 
Itcannot chufe buthc wasmurthered. 

Q ueene SufFolke and the Cardinall had him in charge. 

And they I tru(lfir,are no murtherese. 

Way. Y ea, but twas well knownethey were not his friends. 
And tis well feenc,he found fome enemies. 

Card. But haue you no greater proofes then thefe? 

War. Who fees a heifer dead and bleeding frefh. 

And fees hard by a butcher with an axe, 

But wil fufpeft twas he that made the flaughter? 

W ho finds the partrige in the puttockesneaft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there, 

Although the Kite (bare with vnbloudy beake? 

Euen fo fufpitious is this T ragedie. 

f ueene A re you the Kite Bcwford,where’s your talants? 

Is SufFolke the butcher, where’s his Knife ? 

Sujf. I weare no Knife to flaughter Beeping men, 

But heres a vengefull fword ruffed with eafe. 

That flrall be fcoured in his rancarous heart, 

E l That 
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